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Dedication. 



ptEAR Furry Shade ! in regions of the Dead, 
'-^ On pleasant plains, by murmurous waters, 

led ; 
What placid joys your brindled bosom swell ! 
While smiling virgins crowned with asphodel 
Bring brimming bowls of milk in sacrifice. 
And, passing plump and sleek, th' Elysian mice 
Sport round your feet, and frisk, and glide away, 
Captured at last — a not too facile prey. 
Yet, with each earthly care and tremor stilled, 
With every wish of cat-hood well fulfilled, 
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Still sometimes turn, with retrospective gaze, 
To count the sweets of less luxurious days. 
When you were wont to take your simple ease 
Couched at my feet or stretched along my 

knees : 
When never cloud our loving-kindness knew, 
(Though now and then, alas ! I punished you). 
Still were you fain, conciliating, bland, 
With velvet cheek to chafe th' avenging hand. 
Still would you watch, did I but chance to 

roam. 
Supine upon the threshold of our home 
Until, my brief-paced aberrations o*er, 
With purrings deep you welcomed me once 

more. 
O djarly-loved ! Untimely lost ! — to-day 
An offering at your phantom feet I lay : 
Purr fond applause, and take in gracious kind 
This little wreath of various verses twined ; 
Nor, though Persephone's own Puss you be. 
Let Orcus breed oblivion — of me. 

G. R. T. 





IN making this selection, which cannot, for 
diverse reasons, claim to be exhaustive, the 
Editor has attempted to gather together some 
of the more interesting of the many poems 
concerning Cats. Several poems of merit 
have been necessarily omitted ; some as being 
likely to strike discordantly upon nineteenth- 
century ears, some by reason of their similarity 
to others chosen ; some, again, have been 
otherwise unavailable. It has, however, been 
the aim of the Editor to make the collection 
as varied and as representative as possible. 

There are verses old and new ; stately and 
trifling ; poems in the admirable English of 
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the eighteenth century ; in the Scotch ver- 
nacular ; in Cornish and in Darkie dialect. 
Several French poems have been included in 
their original form, as being too excellent to 
leave out, too subtle to translate. There are 
eulogies, elegies, apostrophes, legends — poems 
from Pussy's point of view as well as from 
that of her patrons. 

Also, there are a few Nursery Songs, for, 
putting aside all question of literary merit, the 
cat (both as hero and heroine) plays too im- 
portant a part in the rhymes and romances of 
childhood (and, therefore, among our earliest 
impressions) for so essential a share of her 
individuality to be ignored in a volume pri- 
marily designed for the greater honour and 
renown of Puss-dom. The English Nursery 
Rhymes are taken from a chap-book ; the 
Scotch from Chamhersh Popular Rhymes 
of Scotland (Edinburgh, 1842); "Mother 
Tabbyskins," from Child World ^ by the 
Authors of ** Poems written for a Child " 
(1869). The verses entitled "A Cat may look 
upon a King" are from a collection of broad- 
sheet ballads printed in Dublin in 1732. 
*'Sad Memories" is included by the generous 
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permission of Mrs. Calverley. Thanks are 
also due to Dr. Garnett, Mr. Frederick Locker- 
Lampson, Mr. Edmund Gosse, and Mr. Cosmo 
Monkhouse, whose poem of " The Cat and 
the Canary," written many years since, is here 
printed for the first time. 





Foreword. 

T^HE ratson d^etrc of this anthology needs 
neither excuse nor justification : worshipped 
by one of the most highly civilized peoples 
the world has known in the past ; to-day, 
(though something fallen from her high 
estate) scarcely less admired by all who ap- 
preciate harmonious beauty of mind, form, and 
movement, " the green-eyed Venus " has held 
her own from time immemorial, and still may 
ruffle it with the best. Whether in ancient 
Egypt lutes were strung and songs were sung 
in her honour, we know not. Herodotus says 
nothing thereof, though he makes emphatic 
mention of the Linus Song. A Hymn to Pasht, 
Englished in the right spirit, would be an in- 
valuable addition to the archives of the Feline 
Muse, but has yet to be brought to the light. 
Still is there no lack of poets who have sung, 
directly or indirectly ; of set purpose, or in- 
cidentally, of the cat. Neither Shakespeare, 
Chaucer, Herrick, Milton, Pope, Wordsworth, 
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Shelley, Keats, nor Tennyson have left her 
altogether unnoticed. Tasso indited a sonnet 
(one of his best, *tis said) to his cat. Joachim 
du Bellay was impelled to sing of the " green- 
eyed kitling," as well as of threshers. Lorris 
and Meung, in the Romaunt of the Rose, were 
not unmindful of Pussy. 

All sorts and conditions of bards have cele- 
brated her charms or traduced her character. 
A lively remorse should have inspired the 
" Verses by a Sailor who killed a Cat " ; * 
while " The Cat in Drink " t would suggest 
a sad instance of feline debauchery, could you 
but credit it. Matthew Arnold was evidently 
mainly impressed by the more sinister side of 
cat-nature ; in his elegy on ** Poor Mathias'* 
he ignores the softer attributes of great Atossa, 
dwelling only upon the inhuman majesty of 
her aspect : 

" Thou hast seen Atossa sage 
Sit for hours beside thy cage. 
Thou would'st chirp, thou foolish bird, 
Flutter, chirp— she never stirr*d ! 
What were now these toys to her ? 
Down she sank amid her fur ; 



Elegant Extracts, t The Muse's Choice. 
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Eyed thee with a soul resigned — 
And thou deemedst cats were kind ! 
Cruel, but composed and bland, 
Dumb, inscrutable, and grand. 
So Tiberius might have sat, 
Had Tiberius been a cat.'* 

In ancient Greece and Rome the cat would 
seem to have been but little, and far from 
intimately, known ; indeed, it seems uncertain 
as to whether the Greek yaXrj were not an 
animal of savage disposition and barbarous 
habit of life — an intractable pleine-airist, in 
fine. She was, nevertheless, held sacred to 
Artemis (perhaps for this very reason) ; 
and, in the Temple of Liberty owed by Rome 
to Tiberius Gracchus, her counterfeit pre- 
sentment occupied a coij^icuous position at 
the feet of the '' genius ^tutelary." Nor was 
this a solitary instance of the just selection of 
Pussy as the symbol of Freedom or Civilization. 
In the sixteenth century the printing firm of 
Sessa, at Venice, took for their mark an en- 
graven matoii of a singular nobility of bearing. 
Among the heraldic insignia of the first French 
republic the cat figures as a familiar object ; 
and Prudhon painted her at the feet of his 
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Liberty ; the Dutch chose her as their ensign ; 
while many illustrious European families (to 
say nothing of the Vandals and the Suevi of 
old time) did not disdain to carry a cat, 
argent or sable ^ as the case might be, upon 
the banner of their house. 

That Alexandrian Greece recognised the 
cat as a domestic animal we know by a passage 
in that delightful urban idyl of Theocritus 
where Praxinoe, rating her unready hand- 
maiden, cries, " Cats like always to sleep soft ! " 
Agathias, of Constantinople, breathed forth 
his elegantly-measured fury against the feline 
destroyer of a pet partridge. On the whole, 
the antique (post-Egyptian) cultus of the cat 
would seem to have been but a half-hearted 
affair — a speaker in a fragment of Anaxan- 
drides actually says that he would like to skin 
her — though stray fragments of evidence now 
and again rise up to testify to the occasional 
existence of a better state of things. 

On a Gallo-Roman tomb, now in the Bor 
deaux Museum, is a touching representation 
of a young girl who holds her cat in her arms. 
In death, apparently, they were not divided ; 
yet the compliment must have been a some- 
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what dismal one to poor Pussy, condemned 
to die with her little mistress. Sir George 
Lewis thought he had proved that Athens 
knew not Puss, but an Athenian vase of the 
best period represents cats chasing mice with 
abundance of spirit. 

Ancient Wales, it would appear, was not 
behindhand in perception, for Howel Dda, 
very properly dubbed '' the Good," caused 
special and stringent measures to be enacted 
for the protection of cats, and also placed their 
market value at a round sum. Indeed there 
are few nations who have not, at some time or 
another, in some shape or form, paid homage 
to '* Our High Lady, the Cat." The Chinese 
are prosaic enough to consider her mainly from 
the utilitarian point of view ; whilst a snatch 
of old Japanese folk-lore, quoted by the 
most recent of Immortals, in his Japonerics 
D^Automne^ serves to show how charmingly 
subtle is the Niponic realisation of all that is 

daintiest and most poetic in cat-character : 

** Une certaine nuit de chaquc hiver, les chats tiennent, 
dans quelque jardin isole, une grande assembl^e qui se 
termine par une ronde gen^rale au clair de lune. 

** Pour etre ad mis k cette reunion tout chat est tenu de 
se procurer un fichu on un mouchoir de soie dont il se 
coiffe pour danser." 
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Decidedly Neko San has a very refined sense 
of the fitness of things. 

Well-nigh innumerable are those persons 
who have delighted to honour the cat, and 
have been at some pains to court her company. 

The tenderness shown by Mahomet to his 
cat, Muezza, goes far to explain the Prophet's 
long-continued popularity. The story is told 
to this day, in the East, of how Mahomet sat 
sunk in contemplation, evolving, perhaps, his 
'* scheme of things entire " out of his inner 
consciousness, while Pussy, reclining upon 
the sleeve of his robe, purred herself to 
sleep. V Presently the Prophet awoke from his 
reverie, and, so loth was he to disturb the 
'* honheur calme ct silencieux " of Muezza's 
slumbers, that he cut off the sleeve upon which 
she reposed and went about his business with- 
out waking her. 

Richelieu, according to M. Champfleury, 
was a less disinterested cat-lover, for, whenever 
the batch of kittens that he kept in his cabinet 
achieved the age of three months he would 
send the superannuated pets away, replacing 
them with a relay of younger ones. 

Chateaubriand dearly loved and rightly 
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estimated the cat, even seeking out points of 
resemblance between his own nature and that 
of his favourite animal, for whom his affection 
survived at a time when all other sentiments 
were exhausted or dead. What a list might not 
be made of Pussy's distinguished friends and 
admirers, did time and space permit ! Petrarch, 
Cardinal Wolsey, Lord Chesterfield (who left 
pensions to his cats and their progeny); the 
bold and bad Sultan El-Daher-Beybars, who 
bequeathed an orchard for the benefit of the 
beloved race ; Southey and Jeremy Bentham, 
whose one point of agreement was their affec- 
tion for the species ; Colbert, Victor Hugo, 
President Lincoln — ^but the task were too 
lengthy. Were not two hundred and eighty- 
five pages of poems in all languages, con- 
secrated to the memory of a single cat, 
published at Milan in 1741 ? 

On the other hand, the cat has been '* sair 
hadden doun " by bigoted misconception ; 
only too often has she been the souffre-douletir 
of ignorance and malice ; the innocent victim of 
mediaeval superstition. She has been subjected 
to manifold cruelties and indignities, upon 
which one prefers not to dwell — the record is 
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too painful. In the sixteenth and seventeenth 
centuries cats were constrained to furnish 
forth amusement for their inferiors, in divers 
stupid and disagreeable ways. One of the 
most inane of these devices was the cat- 
organ, an instrument, one would imagine, of 
almost equal malignity to vocalists and audi- 
ence alike. Diifering in details, but the same 
as to general construction, cat-organs most 
commonly took the form of boxes in which 
cats were imprisoned, the pressure of the 
player upon each note inducing a correspond- 
ing tweak, or (in the case of those wherein 
spikes were used) a sharp prod, upon the tail 
of the animal attached thereto, and, simul- 
taneously, a mew, more or less piteous, in 
accordance with the degree of force employed. 
In the eighteenth century, " cat -concerts " 
were conducted after a somewhat less incon- 
siderate fashion ; but the turning of animals 
into mountebanks is the sorriest of trades at 
best, and never too strongly to be deprecated, 
the more especially when applied to a creature 
so proud and so sensitive as the cat. Long- 
continued tyranny will break its spirit and 
destroy its lofty independence, but always at 
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the expense of the animals higher qualities. 
Much of personal beauty, grace, and the whole 
of self-respect, languish and die under such 
harsh conditions. Puss will be the best, the 
most affectionate, of friends, but the least 
satisfactory of slaves. The domestic hearth 
is her proper orbit ; comfort and kindliness 
her legitimate atmosphere. Viewed thus, at 
peace with all the world, in the enjoyment of 
her rightful heritage, she is seen at her best, 
although her variety is infinite, and merely to 
watch her at play a liberal education. No 
Nautch dancer, no European Ballerina, has 
even approached her incomparable grace. 
While, as for her social virtues, who is there 
that knows them not ? Her gentle urbanity, 
her sweet reasonableness, her suave dignity, 
her dainty curiosity and exquisite sense of 
cleanliness, her warm but unobtrusive mani- 
festations of regard ; all these, with many 
other rare qualities, combine in forming a 
character full of charm and interest. The 
affections of the dog (dear honest soul !) may 
be held firm by fear ; but Pussy, if you behave 
too ignobly towards her, will cease to love 
you. Disillusioned, melancholy, she will avoid 
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or ignore your presence ; she will not allow 
herself to love where she has ceased to respect. 
Perhaps it matters not very much, after all, 
whether a man be, or be not, a hero to his 
valet, but let him look to it that he fail not in 
living up to the standard of his cat ; for, if his 
heart or his breeding be bad, he will assuredly 
be weighed a^d found wanting. Even Mon- 
taigne complains that his cat disparaged him. 
It would almost seem as though Ronsard had 
fallen short of the ideal formed for him by his 
maton; who, indeed, but one smarting keenly 
from wounded self-pride could have indited 
such lines as his ? 

Fortunately similar instances of personal 
rancour or ill-guided taste are rare, and serve 
only to show how merit may be misunderstood, 
and virtue maligned even by those who should 
have known better. 

But " the cat with the straw tail," says the 
proverb, ''sitteth not near the fire"; and 
with like prudence the less eloquent eulogist 
would refrain from trespassing upon ground 
already covered in masterly fashion b} Mon- 
crif, Champfleury, Pierre Loti, and, above all, 
by Thdophile Gautier. 
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YeSy the literar}' champions of the cat have 
indeed outnumbered and outshone her foes 
even as her virtues do outnumber and outshine 
her faults — for faults she has — ^the defects, 
merely, of her qualities — while these are so 
truly admirable as to make us take but little 
heed of those. 

** If to her share some feline errors fall, 

Look in her face, and you'll forgive them all." 
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On the Death of a Favourite 

Qat Drcmned in a Tub of 
Qold-Fishes. 

K 

JT^WAS on a lofty vase's side, 
* Where China's gayest art had dyed 
The azure flowers that blow, 

Demurest of the tabby kind. 

The pensive Selima, reclined. 
Gazed on the lake below. 
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Her conscious tail her joy declared ; 
The fair round face, the snowy beard, 

The velvet of her paws, 
Her coat that with the tortoise vies. 
Her ears of jet, and emerald eyes, 

She saw, and purred applause. 

Still had she gazed, but 'midst the tide. 
Two angel forms were seen to glide — 

The Genii of the stream : 
Their scaly armour's Tyrian hue. 
Through richest purple, to the view 

Betrayed a golden gleam. 

The hapless nymph with wonder saw : 
A whisker first, and then a claw, 

With many an ardent wish, 
She stretched in vain to reach the prize : 
What female heart can gold despise ? 

What cat's averse to fish ? 

Presumptuous maid ! with looks intent. 
Again she stretched, again she bent, 

Nor knew the gulf between. 
Malignant Fate sat by and smiled : 
The slippery verge her feet beguiled ; 

She stumbled headlong in. 
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Eight times emerging from the flood, 
She mewed to every watery god 

Some speedy aid to send. 
No Dolphin came, no Nereid stirred, 
Nor cruel Tom or Susan heard ; 

A favourite has no friend ! 

From hence, ye Beauties ! undeceived. 
Know one false step is ne'er retrieved. 

And be with caution bold : 
Not all that tempts your wandering eyes 
And heedless hearts is la^vful prize, 

Nor all that glisters, gold. 

Thomas Gray. 
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The Colubriad. 

/^LOSE by the threshold of a door nail'd fast 
^^ Three kittens sat ; each kitten looked 

aghast. 
I, passing swift and inattentive by, 
At the three kittens cast a careless eye ; 
Not much concerned to know what they did 

there ; 
Nor deeming kittens worth a poet's care. 
But, presently a loud and furious hiss 
Caus'd me to stop, and to exclaim, "What's 

this ? " 
When lo ! upon the threshold met my view, 
With head erect, and eyes of fiery hue, 
A viper, long as Count de Grasse's queue. 
Forth from his head his forked tongue he 

throws. 
Darting it full against a kitten's nose ; 
Who, never having seen, in field or house, 
The like, sat still and silent as a mouse ; 
Only projecting, with attention due, 
Her whisker'd face, she asked him, " Who are 

you ? " 
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On to the hall went I, with pace not slow, 
But swift as lightning, for a long Dutch hoe : 
With which well arm'd, I hastened to the spot, 
To find the viper — but I found him not. 
And, turning up the leaves and shrubs around, 
Found only that he was not to be found. 
But still the kittens, sitting as before, 
Sat watching close the bottom of the door. 
"I hope," said I, ''the villain I would kill 
Has slipt between the door and the door-sill ; 
And if I make despatch, and follow hard. 
No doubt but I shall find him in the yard '' — 
For, long ere now, it should have been re- 

hears'd, 
Twas in the garden that I found him first. 
E*en there 1 found him, there the full-grown cat 
His head, with velvet paw, did gently pat, 
As curious as the kittens erst had been 
To learn what this phenomenon might mean. 
Fiird with heroic ardour at the sight. 
And fearing every moment he might bite, 
And rob our household of our only cat 
That was of age to combat with a rat. 
With outstretch'd hoe I slew him at the door, 
And taught him n^'ver to come there no more. 

William Cowi^ek. , 
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The Retired Cat. 



n POET'S cat, sedate and grave 
"^ As poet well could wish to have, 
Was much addicted to inquire 
For nooks to which she might retire, 
And where, secure as mouse in chink. 
She might repose, or sit and think, 
I know not where she caught the trick,- 
Nature perhaps herself had cast her 
In such a mould philosophique, 
Or else she leam'd it of her Master, 
Sometimes ascending, debonnatr, 
An apple-tree, or lofty pear, 
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Lodged with convenience in the fork, 
She watched the gardener at his work ; 
Sometimes her ease and solace sought 
In an old empty watering-pot, 
There wanting nothing, save a fan, 
To seem some nymph in her sedan 
Apparell'd in exactest sort. 
And ready to be borne to Court. 

But love of change it seems has place, 
Not only in our wiser race. 
Cats also feel, as well as we. 
That passion's force, and so did she. 



Her climbing she began to find. 
Exposed her too much to the wind, 
And the old utensil of tin 
Was cold and comfortless within : 
She therefore wish'd instead of those 
Some place of more serene repose. 
Where neither cold might come, nor air 
Too rudely wanton with her hair. 
And sought it in the likeliest mode 
Within her Master's snug abode. 

A drawer, it chanced, at bottom lined 
With linen of the softest kind, 



32 Concerning Cats. 

With such as merchants introduce 

From India, for the ladies* use, 

A drawer impending o'er the rest, 

Half open in the topmost chest, 

Of depth enough, and none to spare, 

Invited her to slumber there ; 

Puss with delight beyond expression 

Surveyed the scene and took possession. 

Recumbent at her ease ere long. 

And lull'd by her own humdrum song. 

She left the cares of life behind. 

And slept as she would sleep her last. 

When in came, housewifely inclined, 

The chambermaid, and shut it fast, 

By no malignity impell'd. 

But all unconscious whom it held. 



Awaken'd by the shock, cried Puss, 
" Was ever cat attended thus ! 
The open drawer was left, I see, 
Merely to prove a nest for me. 
For soon as I was well composed, 
Then came the maid, and it was closed : 
How smooth these 'kerchiefs and how sweet. 
Oh, what a delicate retreat ! 
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I will resign myself to rest 
Till Sol declining in the west 
Shall call to supper, when, no doubt, 
Susan will come and let me out. " 

The evening came, the sun descended, 
And Puss remain'd still unattended. 
The night roU'd tardily away, 
(With her indeed 'twas never day ;) 
The sprightly morn her course renewed, 
The evening grey again ensued. 
And Puss came into mind no more 
Than if entomb'd the day before. 



With hunger pinch'd, and pinched for room, 
She now presaged approaching doom. 
Nor slept a single wink or purr'd. 
Conscious of jeopardy incurred. 

That night by chance, the poet watching, 
Heard an inexplicable scratching ; 
His noble heart went pit-a-pat. 
And to himself he said— "What's that ?" 
He drew the curtain at his side. 
And forth he peep'd, but nothing spied ; 
Yet by his ear directed, guess'd 
Something imprisoned in the chest. 
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And, doubtful what, with prudent care 

Resolved it should continue there. 

At length, a voice which well he knew, 

A long and melancholy mew, 

Saluting his poetic ears. 

Consoled him, and dispelled his fears ; 

He left his bed, he trod the floor, 

He 'gan in haste the drawers explore, 

The lowest first, and without stop, 

The rest in order to the top ; 

For *tis a truth well known to most. 

That whatsoever thing is lost. 

We seek it, ere it come to light. 

In every cranny but the right. 



Forth skipp'd the cat, not now replete 
As erst with airy self-conceit. 
Nor in her own fond apprehension 
A theme for all the world's attention, 
But modest, sober, cured of all 
Her notions hyperbolical. 
And wishing for a place of rest 
Anything rather than a chest. 
Then stepp'd the poet into bed 
With this reflection in his head. 
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Moral. 
Beware of too sublime a sense 
Of your own worth and consequence. 
The man who dreams himself so great, 
And his importance of such weight, 
That all around in all that^s done 
Must move and act for him alone, 
Will learn in school of tribulation 
The folly of his expectation. 

William Cowper. 
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T/)e LfOToerj 

Whose Mistresse feared a Mouse ^ 

declareth that he would become a Qat 

if he might ha>pe his desire. 

J F I might alter kind, 

* What, think you, I would be ? 

Not Fish, nor Foule, nor Fie, nor Frog, 

Nor Squirrel on the Tree ; 
The Fish, the Hooke, the Foule 

The lymed Twig doth catch, 
The Fie, the Finger, and the Frog 

The Bustard doth dispatch. 

The Squirrel thinking nought, 

That feately cracks the nut ; 
The greedie Goshawke wanting prey, 

In dread of Death doth put ; 
But scorning all these kindes, 

I would become a Cat, 
To combat with the creeping Mouse, 

And scratch the screeking Rat. 
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I would be present, aye, 

And at my Ladie's call, 
To gard her from the fearfull Mouse, 

In Parlour and in Hall ; 
In Kitchen, for his T.yfe, 

He should not shew his hed ; 
The Pease in Poke should lie untoucht 

When shee were gone to Bed. 

The Mouse should stand in Feare, 
So should the squeaking Rat ; 

All this would I doe if I were 
Converted to a Cat. 

Attributed to George Tuberville. 




38 Concerning Cats. 



The Ratcatcher and Cats. 

'PHE rats by night such mischief did, 
^ Betty was every morning chid. 
They undermined whole sides of bacon, 
Her cheese was sapped, her tarts were taken ; 
Her pasties fenced with thickest paste 
Were all demolished and laid wasle. 
She cursed the Cat for want of duty, 
Who left her foes a constant booty. 

An engineer of noted skill 
Engaged to stop the growing ill, 
From room to room he now surveys 
Their haunts, their works, their secret ways ; 
Finds where they scape an ambuscade. 
And whence the nightly sally^s made. 
An envious Cat from place to place. 
Unseen, attends his silent pace. 
She saw that, if his trade went on, 
The purring race must be undone ; 
So, secretly removes his baits. 
And every stratagem defeats. 

Again he sets the poisoned toils, 
And Puss again the labour foils. 
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" What foe (to frustrate my designs) 
My schemes thus nightly countermines ? " 
Incensed he cries ; " this very hour 
The wretch shall bleed beneath my power.'* 
So said — a ponderous trap he brought, 
And in the fact poor Puss was caught. 
" Smuggler/* says he, " thou shalt be made 
A victim to our loss of trade." 

The captive Cat, with piteous mews, 
For pardon, life, and freedom, sues. 
" A sister of the science spare ; 
One interest is our common care.'' 
" What insolence ! '* the Man replied ; 
" Shall Cats with us the game divide ? 
Were all your interloping band 
Extinguished, or expelled the land, 
We Rat-catchers might raise our fees, 
Sole guardians of a nation's cheese ! " 

A Cat who saw the lifted knife. 

Thus spoke and saved her sister's life : 

" In every age and clime, we see, 

Two of a trade can ne'er agree ; 

Each hates his neighbour for encroaching. 

Squire stigmatizes squire for poaching ; 
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Beauties with beauties are in arms, 
And scandal pelts each other*s charms ; 
Kings, too, their neighbour kings dethrone, 
In hope to make the world their own. 
But let us limit our desires. 
Nor war like beauties, kings, and squires ; 
For, though we both one prey pursue. 
There's game enough for us and you/' 

John Gay/ 
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To my Lord Buckhurst^ 

Very youngs flaying 'U>ith a Qat. 

T^HE amVous youth, whose tender breast 
^ Was by his darling cat possest, 
Obtain'd of Venus his desire, 
Howe'er irregular his fire : 
Nature the power of love obey'd — 
The cat became a blushing maid ; 
And, on the happy change, the boy ^ 

Imploy'd his wonder, and his joy. 
Take care, O beauteous child, take care. 
Lest thou prefer so rash a pray'r : 
Nor vainly hope the Queen of Lovx 
Will e'er thy fav'rite's charms improve. 
Oh, quickly from her shrine retreat ; 
Or tremble for thy darling's fate. 
The Oueen of Love, who soon will see 
Her own Adonis live in thee. 
Will lightly her first loss deplore. 
Will easily forgive the boar : 

Her eyes with tears no more will flow ; 
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With jealous rage her breast will glow : 

And on her tabby rival's face 

She deep will mark her new disgrace. 

Matthew Prior. 
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Lines on a Reasonable 

(^Affliction. 

TJELEN was just slipt into bed : 
* * Her eye-brows on the toilet lay : 
Away the kitten with them fled, 
As fees belonging to her prey. 

For this misfortune careless Jane, 
Assure yourself was loudly rated : 

And madam, getting up again. 

With her own hand the mouse-trap baited. 

On little things, as sages write, 

Depends our human joy, or sorrow ; 

If we don't catch a mouse to-night, 
Alas ! no eye-brows for to-morrow. 

Matthew Prior. 
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Post-script to a Rondeau^ 

^4ddressed by the Duchess of Maine 
to her Fd)>ourite Qat. 

[Translated by Edmund Gosse.j 

\k Y pretty Puss, my solace and delight, 

To celebrate thy loveliness aright, 
I ought to call to life the bard who sung 
Of Lesbians sparrow with so sweet a tongue ; 
But ^tis in vain to summon here to me 
So famous a dead personage as he, 
And you must take contentedly to-day 
This poor rondeau that Cupid wafts your way. 
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Extract from a Letter 

of Mdme. Deshoulihes to her Husband. 

[TranslaUci iiy Edmund Gosse.] 

rjESHOULlJ^RES cares not for the smart 
'^ Her bright eyes cause, disdainful hussy, 
But, like a mouse, her idle heart 
Is captured by a Pussy. 
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Epitaph 

on the Faloourite C^t of the 
Duchess of f3Iaine. 

{Translated from the French of La Mot he le Vayer 

by Edmund Gosse.] 



^ 



QUSS passer-by, within this simple tomb 
Lies one whose life fell Atropos hath 
shred ; 
The happiest cat on earth hath heard her doom, 

And sleeps for ever in a marble bed. 
Alas ! what long delicious days I've seen ! 

O cats of Egypt, niy illustrious sires, 
You who on altars, bound with garlands green. 
Have melted hearts, and kindled fond de- 
sires ; 
Hymns in your praise were paid, and offerings 
too. 
But I'm not jealous of those rites divine. 
Since Ludovisa loved me, close and true, 

Your ancient glory was less proud than mine. 
To live, a simple pussy, by her side 
Was nobler far than to be deified. 
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Epitaph. 

Imitated in Snglish from the 
Latin of ^Dr. Jortin. 

\ A /ORN out with age and dire disease, a cat, 
Friendly to all save wicked mouse and 
rat, 
I'm sent at last to ford the Stygian lake. 
And to the infernal coast a voyage make. 
Me Proserpine received, and smiling said : 
" Be blessed within these mansions of the dead. 
Enjoy among thy velvet-footed loves, 
Elysian's sunny banks, and shady groves ! " 
** But if IVe well deserved (O gracious Queen), 
If patient under sufferings I have been. 
Grant me at least one night to visit home 

again, 
Once more to see my home and mistress dear, 
And purr these grateful accents in her ear : 
* Thy faithful cat, thy poor departed slave 
Still loves her mistress, e'en beyond the 
grave.' " 
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Lament for Tabby; 

or, 
The C^t's Coronach. 



^ 



n ND art thou fallen, and lowly laid, 
^*' The housewife's boast, the cellar's aid. 

Great mouser of thy day ! 
Whose rolling eyes, and aspect dread 
Whole whiskered legions oft have fled 

In midnight battle fray. 
There breathes no kitten of thy line 
But would have given his life for thine. 

Oh, could I match the peerless strain 
That wailed for black Sir Roderic slain, 

Or that whose milder tone 
O'er Gertrude, fall'n in beauty's prime. 
The grace of Pennsylvania's clime, 

Raised the sepulchral moan ! 
Such strain might burst th' eternal bar. 
And reach thy spirit from afar. 



The Cats ( 
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But thou, remote from pain and strife, 
Now reap'st the meed of virtuous life 

III sftme Elysiaii grove, 
Where endless streams of milk abound. 
And soft valerian paints the ground 

Thy joyous footsteps rove ; 
With Tasso's cat by p<jenis named. 
And Whittington's, in story famed, 

Hequics cat in pace 
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To a Cat yphich had killed a 

faloourite Bird. 

[After kGhTHWS.] 

r\ CAT in semblance, but in heart akin 
^^ To canine raveners, whose ways are sin ; 
Still at my hearth a guest thou dar^st to be ? 
Unwhipt of Justice, hast no dread of me ? 
Or deem^st the sly allurements shall av^ail 
Of purring throat and undulating tail ? 
No ! as to pacify Patroclus dead 
Twelve Trojans by Pelides' sentence bled. 
So shall thy blood appease the feathery shade, 
And for one guiltless life shall nine be paid. 

Richard Garxett. 
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Arsinoe^s Cats 

Imitation of the manner of the later Greek Poets ^ 
arc. A.D 500. Cats were unknown in historic 
Greece till about the Christian era, 

n RSINOE the fair, the amber-tressed, 
''^ Is mine no more ; 
Cold as the unsunned snows are is her breast. 

And closed her door. 
No more her ivory feet and tresses braided 

Make glad mine eyes ; 
Snapt are my viol strings, my flowers are 
faded ; 

My love-lamp dies. 

Yet, once, for dewy myrtle-buds and roses, 

All summer long. 
We searched the twilight-haunted garden 
closes 

With jest and song. 
Ay, all is over now — my heart hath changed 

Its heaven for hell ; 
And that ill chance which all our love 
estranged 

In this wise fell : 
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A little lion, small and dainty sweet 

(For such there be !) 
With sea-grey eyes and softly stepping feet, 

She prayed of me. 
F'or this, through lands Egyptian far away 

She bade me pass ; 
But, in an evil hour, I said her nay — 

And now, alas ! 
Far-travelled Nicias hath wooed and won 

Arsinoe 
With gifts of furry creatures white and dun 

From over -sea. 

Graham R. Tomson. 
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A Cat may look upon a King. 

AN EPISTOLARY POEM 

ON 

^he Loss of the Ears of a favourite 
Female C^t. 

By J. A. Belcher, Esq., in his MS., ''To '' * *." 



* 



'PHOU Enemy, who e'er thou art. 

Thy Actions show thy hardened Heart ; 
To serve a favVite Cat so base ! 
To spoil the Beauty of her Face ! 
The Muse, did she thy Name but know, 
Would lash thee well and shame thee too. 

Had'st thou for Shingles wanted cure. 
And bled her in the Tail, be sure. 
Thou might'st have been excused for that. 
But to cut both Ears off the Cat ! 
Out of meer Mischief and 111 Nature, 
To so deserving a dear Creature, 
Is an unpardonable thing : 
A Cat may look upon a King. 

D 
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Or had she Catterwawling went, 

Or in thy Pantry once been pent, 

Thou might'st, perhaps, had Reason great. 

In such a manner her to treat ; 

But, to be cruel and unkind. 

To one, not ravenously inclin'd. 

Who nursed at that time Kittens three. 

No punishment^s enough for thee. 

Tho* no Advertisement can find thee. 
Or Law to good Behaviour bind thee ; 
Yet in Revenge these Curses take. 
From Puss, who is provok'd to spake :* 

May'st thou on Rats and Mice be fed. 
And lose thy Bacon, Cheese, and Bread. 
May all thy Goods and Furniture, 
If thou hast any to secure. 
By those vile Vermin be destroyed ; 
And may thy House be still annoyM, 
And stink so with them, ne'er to be 
Kept clean by any Housewifery. 
Further, my Curses to compleat, 
May^st thou at length be sweetly beat. 
With Cat of Nine-Tails, and then swing, 
In Hempen or in Cat-gut string. 

* Observe the Iltbernianism. 



The Caw of Many Writers 55 



The Kitttn, 

4! 

\ A /ANTON droll, whose harmless play 
^ '■ Beguiles the rustic's closing day, 
When drawn the evening fire about, 
Sit aged Crone and thoughtless Lout, 
And child upon his three-foot stool, 
Waiting till his supper cool ; 
And maid whose cheek outblooms the rose. 
As bright the bla/ing faggot glows, 
Who, bending to the friendly light. 
Plies her task with busy sleight ; 
Come, shew thy tricks and sportive graces 
Thus circled round with merry faces. 

Backwards coiled, and crouching low. 
With glaring eye-balls watch thy foe. 
The housewife's spindle whirling round. 
Or thread or straw, that on the ground 
Its shadow throws, by urchin sly 
Held out to lure thy roving eye ; 
Then, onward stealing, fiercely spring 
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Upon the futile, faithless thing. 

Now, wheeling round, with bootless skill, 

Thy bo-peep tail provokes thee still, 

And oft beyond thy curving side 

Its jetty tip is seen to glide ; 

Till, from thy centre starting far, 

Thou sidelong rear^st, with tail in air. 

Erected stiff, and gait awry. 

Like Madam in her tantrums high ; 

Though ne^er a Madam of them all 

Whose silken kirtle sweeps the hall. 

More varied trick and whim displays. 

To catch the admiring stranger's gaze. 

Doth power in measured verses dwell. 

All thy vagaries wild to tell ? 

Ah no ! the start, the jet, the bound, 

The giddy scamper round and round, 

With leap, and jerk, and high curvet. 

And many a whirling somerset, 

(Permitted be the modern Muse 

Expression technical to use). 

These mock the deftliest rhymester's skill 

But poor in art, though rich in will. 

The nimblest tumbler, stage-bedight. 
To thee is but a clumsy wight. 
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Who every limb and sinew strains 
To do what costs thee little pains, 
For which I trow, the gaping crowd 
Requites him oft with plaudits loud. 
But, stopped the while thy wanton play. 
Applauses too, thy feats repay : 
For then, beneath some urchin^s hand, 
With modest pride thou takest thy stand. 
While many a stroke of fondness glides 
Along thy back and tabby sides ; 
Dilated swells thy glossy fur, 
And loudly sings thy busy purr ; 
As, timing well the equal sound. 
Thy clutching feet bepat the ground, 
And all their harmless claws disclose. 
Like prickles of an early rose ; 
While softly from thy whiskered cheek 
Thy half-closed eyes peer mild and meek. 

But not alone, by cottage fire. 

Do rustics rude thy tricks admire ; — 

The learned sage, whose thoughts explore 

The widest range of human lore, 

Or, with unfettered fancy, fly 

Through airy heights of poesy, 

Pausing, smiles, with altered air. 
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To see thee climb his elbow chair, 
Or, struggling on the mat below, 
Hold warfare with his slippered toe. 
The widowed dame, or lonely maid, 
Who in the still, but cheerless shade 
Of home unsocial, spends her age, 
And rarely turns a lettered page ; 
Upon her hearth for thee lets fall 
The rounded cork, or paper ball. 
Nor chides thee on thy wicked watch 
The ends of ravelled skein to catch. 
But lets thee have thy wayward will. 
Perplexing oft her sober skill. 
Even he, whose mind of gloomy bent. 
In lonely tower or prison pent. 
Reviews the wit of former days. 
And loathes the world and all its ways ; 
What time the lamp's unsteady gleam 
Doth rouse him from his moody dream. 
Feels, as thou gambol'st round his seat. 
His heart with pride less fiercely beat. 
And smiles, a link in thee to find 
That joins him still to living kind. 

Whence hast thou then, thou witless Puss, 
The magic power to charm us thus ? 
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Is it, that in thy glaring eye, 

And rapid movements, we descry, 

While we at ease, secure from ill, 

The chimney corner snugly fill, 

A lion, darting on the prey ? 

A tiger, at his ruthless play ? 

Or, is it, that in thee we trace. 

With all thy varied wanton grace, 

An emblem, viewed with kindred eye. 

Of tricksy, restless infancy ? 

Ah ! many a lightly-sportive child. 

Who hath, like thee, our wits beguiled, 

To dull and sober manhood grown. 

With strange recoil our hearts disown. 

Even so, poor kit ! must thou endure. 

When thou becomest a cat demure. 

Full many a cuff and angry word. 

Chid roughly from the tempting board. 

And yet, for that thou hast, 1 ween. 

So oft our favoured playmate been. 

Soft be the change which thou shalt prove. 

When time hath spoiled thee of our love ; 

Still be thou deemed, by housewife fat, 

A comely, careful, mousing cat. 

Whose dish is, for the public good. 

Replenished oft with savoury food. 
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Nor, when thy span of life be past, 
Be thou to pond or dunghill cast ; 
But gently borne on good man's spade, 
Beneath the decent sod be laid, 
And children show with glistening eyes, 
The place where poor old Pussy lies. 

Joanna Baillie. 
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The Kitten and the falling 

Leases. 

'PHAT way look, my infant, lo ! 
* What a pretty baby show ! 
See the kitten on the wall, 
Sporting with the leaves that fall, 
Withered leaves — one— two — and three — 
From the lofty elder-tree ! 
Through the calm and frosty air 
Of this morning bright and fair 
Eddying round and round they sink. 
Softly, slowly : one might think. 
From the motions that are made. 
Every little leaf conveyed 
Sylph or fairy hither tending — 
To this lower world descending. 
Each invisible and mute, 
In his wavering parachute. 

But the kitten, how she starts. 
Crouches, stretches, paws, and darts ! 
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First at one, and then its fellow 
Just as light and just as yellow ; 
There are many now — now one — 
Now they stop, and there are none — 
What intenseness of desire 
In her upward eye of fire ! 
With a tiger-leap half way 
Now she meets the coming prey. 
Lets it go as fast, and then 
Has it in her power again ; 
Now she works with three or four. 
Like an Indian conjuror ; 
Quick as he in feats of art, 
Far beyond in joy of heart : 
Were her antics play'd in the eye 
Of a thousand standers-by. 
Clapping hands with shout and stare. 
What would little Tabby care 
For the plaudits of the crowd ? 
Over happy to be proud, 
Over wealthy in the treasure 
Of her own exceeding pleasure ! 
*Tis a pretty baby-treat ; 
Nor, I deem, for me unmeet ; 
Here, for neither babe nor me. 
Other playmate can I see. 
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Of the countless living things, 
That with stir of feet and wings 
(In the sun, or under shade. 
Upon bough or grassy blade), 
And with busy revellings, 
Chirp and song, and murmurings, 
Made this orchard's narrow space, 
And this vale, so blithe a place ; 
Multitudes are swept away. 
Never more to breathe the day. 
Some are sleeping ; some in bands 
Travelled into distant lands ; 
Others slunk to moor and wood. 
Far from human neighbourhood ; 
And, among the kinds that keep 
With us closer fellowship. 
With us openly abide, 
All have laid their mirth aside. 

Where is he, that giddy sprite. 
Blue-cap, with his colours bright, 
Who was blest as bird could be. 
Feeding in the apple tree ; 
Made such wanton spoil and rout. 
Turning blossoms inside out ; 
Hung with head towards the ground. 
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Fluttered, perched, into a round 

Bound himself, and then unbound, 

Lithest, gaudiest harlequin ! 

Prettiest tumbler ever seen ! 

Light of heart, and light of limb. 

What is now become of him ? 

Lambs that through the mountains went 

Frisking, bleating merriment, 

When the year was in its prime. 

They are sobered by this time. 

If you look to vale or hill. 

If you listen, all is still. 

Save a little neighbouring rill. 

That from out the rocky ground 

Strikes a solitary sound. 

Vainly glitter hill and plain, 

And the air is calm in vain ; 

Vainly Morning spreads the lure 

Of a sky serene and pure ; 

Creature none can she decoy 

Into open sign of joy : 

Is it that they have a fear 

Of the dreary season near ? 

Or that other pleasures be 

Sweeter e'en than gaiety ? 

Yet, whatever enjoyments dwell 
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In the impenetrable cell 

Of the silent heart which Nature 

Furnishes to every creature ; 

Whatsoe'er we feel and know 

Too sedate for outward show — 

Such a light of gladness breaks, 

Pretty kitten ! from thy freaks — 

Spreads with such a living grace 

O'er my little Laura's face ; 

Yes, the sight so stirs and charms 

Thee, baby, laughing in my arms, 

That almost I could repine 

That your transports are not mine, 

That I do not wholly fare 

Even as ye do, thoughtless pair ! 

And I will have my careless season. 

Spite of melancholy reason. 

Will walk through life in such a way 

That, when time brings on decay, 

Now and then I may possess 

Hours of perfect gladsomeness. 

Pleased by any random toy ; 

By a kitten's busy joy, 

Or an infant's laughing eye 

Sharing in the ecstasy ; 

I would fare like that or this. 
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Find my wisdom in my bliss ; 
Keep the sprightly soul awake, 
And have Acuities to take, 
Even from things by sorrow wrought, 
Matter for a jocund thought ; 
Spite of care, and spite of grief. 
To gambol with life's felling leaf. 

William Worhsworth. 





Sad Memories, 

■«(»>• 

THEY tell me I am beautiful ; they praise 
my silken hair, 

My little feet that silently slip on from stair to 
stair : 

They praise my pretty, trustful face, and inno- 
cent grey eye ; 

Fond hands caress me oftentimes — yet would 
that I might die ! 

Why was I born to be abhorr'd of man and 

bird and beast ? 
The bullfinch marks me stealing by, and 

straight his song hath ceased ; 
The shrewmouse eyes me shudderingly, then 

flees ; and, worse than that, 
The house-dog he flees after me — why was I 

born a cat ? 
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Men prize the heartless hound who quits dry- 
eyed his native land ; 

Who wags a mercenary tail, and licks a tyrant 
hand. 

The leal true cat they prize not, that if e'er 
compelled to roam. 

Still flies, when let out of the bag, precipitately 
home. 

They call me cruel. Do I know if mouse or 

song-bird feels ? 
I only know they make me light and salutary 

meals : 
And if — as 'tis my nature to— ere I devour I 

tease 'em. 
Why should a low-bred gardener's boy pursue 

me with a besom ? 

Should china fall, or chandeliers, or anything 

but stocks — 
Nay, stocks when they're in flower-pots — the 

cat expects hard knocks ; 
Should ever anything be missed — milk, coals, 

umbrellas, brandy — 
The cat's pitched into with a boot or anything 

that's handy. 
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*• I remember, I remember," how one night I 

"fleeted by," 
And gain'd the blessed tiles, and gazed into 

the cold, clear sky. 
"I remember, I remember, how my little 

lovers came ;" 
And there, beneath the crescent moon, playM 

many a little game. 

They fought — by good St. Catherine, *twas a 

fearful sight to see 
The coal-black crest, the glowering orbs, of 

one gigantic He. 
Like bow by some tall bowman bent at 

Hastings or Poictiers, 
His huge back curved till none observed a 

vestige of his ears. 

He stood, an ebon crescent, flouting that ivory 

moon. 
Then raised the pibroch of his race, the Song 

without a Tune ; 
Gleamed his white teeth, his mammoth tail 

waved darkly to and fro. 
As with one complex yell he burst, all claws, 

upon the foe. 
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« 

It thrills me now, that final Miaow — that 

weird, unearthly din : 
Lone maidens heard it far away, and leaped 

out of their skin ; 
A pot-boy from his den o'erhead peeped with 

a scared, wan face ; 
Then sent a random brickbat down, which 

knocked me into space. 

Nine days I fell — or thereabouts — and, had we 

not nine lives, 
I wis I ne^er had seen again thy sausage-shop, 

St. Ives ! 
Had I, as some cats have, nine tails, how 

gladly I would lick 
The hand, and person generally, of him who 

heaved that brick ! 

For me they fill the milk-bowl up, and cull 

the choice sardine ; 
But ah ! I nevermore shall be the cat I once 

have been ! 
The memories of that fatal night they haunt 

me even now ; 

In dreams I see that rampant He, and tremble 

at that Miaow. 

C. S. Calverley. 
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Verses on a Cat. 



A 



CAT in distress, 
Nothing more, nor less ; 
Good folks, I must faithfully tell ye, 
As I am a sinner. 
It waits for some dinner, 
To stuff out its own little belly. 

You would not easily guess 
All the modes of distress 

Which torture the tenants ot earth ; 
And the various evils, 
Which, like so many devils, 

Attend the poor souls from their birth. 

Some living require. 

And others desire 
An old fellow out of the way ; 

And which is best 

I leave to be guessed. 
For I cannot pretend to say. 



\ 
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Concerning Cats. 

One wants society, 

Another variety, 
Others a tranquil life ; 

Some want food. 

Others, as good. 
Only want a wife. 

But this poor little cat 

Only wanted a rat. 
To stuff out its own little maw ; 

And it were as good 

Some people had such food. 
To make them hold their jaw ! 

Percy Bysshe Shelley. 
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*^ Sonnet y 




TO A CAT. 

rtK^ \ who hast pass'd thy grand climac- 
^ teric, 
How many mice and rats hast in thy days 
Destroyed ? How many tit-bits stolen ? Gaze 
With those bright languid segments green, 

and prick 
Those velvet ears — but prythee do not stick 
Thy latent talons in me — and tell me all 
thy frays, 
Of fish and mice, and rats and tender chick ; 
Nay, look not down, nor lick thy dainty 
wrists, — 
For all the wheezy asthma — and for all 
Thy tail^s tip is nick'd off — and though the fists 
Of many a maid have given thee many a 
maul, 
Still is thy fur as when the lists 
In youth thou enter'dst on glass-bottled wall. 

John Keats. 



\ 
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From the 



^^ Sonnet 5^^ of Heinrich Heine. 



[Translated by Alma Strettell.] 



ip 



OEWARE, my friend, of fiends and their 
^ grimaces ; 
Of little angels' wiles yet more beware thee ; 
Just such an one to kiss her did ensnare me, 
But coming, I got wounds and not embraces. 
Beware of black old cats, with evil faces ; 
Yet more, of kittens white and soft be wary ; 
My sweetheart was just such a little fairy. 
And yet she well-nigh scratched my heart to 

pieces. 
Oh child ! oh sweet love, dear beyond all 
measure. 
How could those eyes, so bright and clear, 

deceive me ? 
That little paw so sore a heart-wound give 
me? — 
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My kitten's tender paw, thou soft, small 

treasure— 
Oh ! could I to my burning lips but press 

thee, 
My heart the while might bleed to death 

and bless thee. 




Concerning Cats. 




To My Gat. 

{Le Chat Noir.) 



LJALF loving-kindliness, and half disdain, 
* ^ Thou comest to my call serenely suave, 
With humming speech and gracious gestures 

In salutation courtly and urbane : 
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Yet must I humble me thy grace to gain — 
For wiles may win thee, but no arts enslave, 
And nowhere gladly thou abidest save 

Where naught disturbs the concord of thy 
reign. 

Sphinx of my quiet hearth ! who deignst to 
dwell 
Friend of my toil, companion of mine ease. 
Thine is the lore of Ra and Rameses ; 

That men forget dost thou remember well. 
Beholden still in blinking reveries, 

With sombre sea-green gaze inscrutable. 

Graham R. Tomson. 
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Marigold. 

QHE moved through the garden in glory, 

^ because 

She had very- long claws at the ends of her paws. 

Her back was arched, her tail was high, 

A green fire glared in her vivid eye ; 

And all the Toms, though never so bold, 

Quailed at the martial Marigold. 

Richard Garnett. 



^ 



The Cats of Many Writer?. 79 



Idem carmen Germantce 

redditum. 

r^URCH den Garten trat sie unverboten, 
*^ Kraft der Krallen an ihren Pfoten. 
Ihre Rucke war krumm, ihr Schwanz unge- 

heuer, 
Ihre Augen spriihten griines Feuer : 
Und alle die Kater, mit lautem Miau, 
Begriissten die hehre* Katzenfrau. 



* Does not mean hairy , as has been ingepttously conjectured. 



\ 
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Loulou and her Cat. 

J '^ M nervous too^ I hate a cat! 

Extremely so^ but as for that^ 
It is not only cat or rat^ 
Or haunted room^ or ghostly chat^ 
That makes my heart go pit-a-pat. 

Good pastry is vended 

In Cite Fadette ; 
Maison Pons can make splendid 

Brioche and galette. 

M'sieu Pons is so fat, that 
He's laid on the shelf ; 

Madame had a cat that 
Was fat as herself. 

Long hair, soft as satin, 

A musical purr, 
^Gainst the window she^d flatten 

Her delicate fur. 

I drove Lou to see what 
These worthies were at — 



> 
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In rapture she cried, ** What 
An exquisite cat ! 

"What whiskers! She's purring 

All over. Regale 
Our eyes, Puss, by stirring 

Your feathery tail ! 

" M'sieu Pons, will you sell her ? '* 

** Ma femme est sortie. 
Your offer I'll tell her; 

But — will she ? " says he. 

Yet Pons was persuaded 

To part with the prize : 
(Our bargain was aided, 

My Lou, by your eyes). 

From his legitime save him, 

My spouse I prefer, 
For I warrant his gave him 

Un mauvais quart d'heure. 

I'm giving a pleasant 

Grimalkin to Lou, 
Ah, Puss, what a present 

I'm giving to you. 

Frederick Locker. 



i 
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The Cat and the Canary. 

AN IDYLL. 

By A BiRDFANCIER. 

T HAD a little cat, whose name was Tom, 
* Great-whiskered, tiger-tailed — I loved my 

cat. 
And oft would watch him, as, with sinuous 

twists, 
He strove, with outstretched tongue and yearn - 

iuj^ jaws, 
To catch his fitful and delusive tail, 
Barred as a tiger's, but of lesser length. 
Comparatively even, for its tip 
Had been curtailed by man's unmanly trap, 
Unfeeling to the feline ; and he yawned 
And yawned again, but never caught his tail. 
In short, 'twas short, and would not reach the 

mouth. 
I had a pet canary — one whose voice 
Was as a thousand voices all in one, 
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And consonant. I loved my little bird ; 

One of a hundred, doomed not to be sold, 

But to my special pleasure dedicate. 

As barley-sugar yellow, honey-voiced — 

Its name Jemima, for it was a hen. 

Yet would I let her out", and she would sit 

Upon a high chair's back, unoccupied 

And eye me with a sidelong, shifting glance, 

Now one side, now the other of her beak. 

Inquisitive of friendly confidence. 

As though she read my thoughts and knew 

the place 
Exactly where her beak would pick them out. 

My only wife, for young, I was too old 
To be deluded by the husks of corn. 
The best of wives, that never uttered sound 
Unpleasing, nor embittered by reproof. 
I loved to watch her little gurgling throat 
Whence issued infinite volumes of sweet sound. 
Poured like a river from a tiny vase. 
An everlasting wonder to behold — 
A wonder ceaseless why she never choked. 
I loved my cat, but more I loved my bird. 
It came to pass Jemima Tommy killed — 
I mean Jemima eaten was by Tom. 
But soon I learned to make excuse for Tom, 
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A kitten only, inexperienced, 
And pardoned him as mortal like myself 
And other men who do much playful harm, 
Squander their youthful " tips " and wonder 

why. 
In years maturer, ends will never meet ; 
Who hunt, and catch, and kill poor female 

birds, 
Preferring those that carry golden plumes 
Or, not to cavil at a letter, " plums." 
And they have reason — to poor Tom denied. 
Surely such cats are better than such men, 
Deserve a milder judgment, happier fate. 
But this was afterthought — I hung the cat. 

Cosmo Monkhousk. 



^ 
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oiuld Bawthrens Sorsg 

at a Scotch Ingle-side. 

T^HE gudewife birrs wi' the wheel a' day 
^ Three threeds an^ a thrum, 

Three threeds an^ a thrum, 
A walth o^ wark, an^ sma' time for play 
Wi' the lint sae white, and worset grey, 
Work fu^ hard she maun, while sing I may. 
Three threeds an^ a thrum. 
Three threeds an^ a thrum. 

The gudewife rises frae out her bed, 
Three threeds an^ a thrum, 
Three threeds an^ a thrum, 

Wi' her cozey nicht-mutch round her head. 

To steer the fire to a blaze sae red ; 

Her feet I rub wi' welcome glad. 

Three threeds an* a thrum, 
Three threeds an' a thrum. 
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I daunder round her wi' bhthesome birr. 
Three threeds an' a thrum. 
Three threeds an' a thrum. 

An' rub on her legs my sleek warm fur ; 

Wi' sweeps o' my tail I welcome her. 

An' round her rin. wherever she stir. 
Three threeds an' a thrum. 
Three threeds an' a thrum. 

The men-folks' time for rest is gye sma\ 
Three threeds an' a thrum. 
Three threeds an' a thrum, 

They're out in the sunshine, an' out in snaw ; 

Tho' cauld winds whistle, or rain should fe', 

I, i' the ingle, dae nought ax-a'. 

Three threeds an' a thrum. 
Three threeds an' a thrum. 

I /ike the gudeman, but /oe the wife. 
Three threeds an' a thrum, 
Three threeds an' a thrum, 

Days mony they've seen o' leil and strife ; 

O' sorrow human hours are rife. 

Their baud's been mine a' the days o' my life, 
Three threeds an' a thrum, 
Three threeds an' a thrum. 
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Auld bawthrens grey, she kittenM me here, 
Three threeds an' a thrum, 
Three threeds an* a thrum, 

An* wha was my sire I ne'er did spier ; 

Brithers an' sisters smoor'd i' the weir. 

Left me alane to my mother dear. 

Three threeds an' a thrum. 
Three threeds an' a thrum. 

An' syne she loe'd me muckle mair, 
Three threeds an' a thrum. 
Three threeds an' a thrum. 
For want o' her weans, near a' ta'en frae'r 
Her only kitten she couldna spare, 
I a healing was to her heart sae sair, 
Three threeds an' a thrum, 
Three threeds an' a thrum. 

As I grew a cat, wi' look sae douse, 
Three threeds an' a thrum, 
Three threeds an' a thrum, 

She learnt me to catch the pilf 'rin mouse ; 

Wi' the thief-like rottons I had nae truce, 

But banish'd them frae the maister's house. 
Three threeds an' a thrum. 
Three threeds an' a thrum. 
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Mither got fushonless, auld, an' blin\ 
Three threeds an' a thrum, 
Three threeds an' a thrum, 

The bluid in her veins was cauld an' thin ; 

Her claws were blunt, an' she couldna rin, 

An' t' her forbears was sune gather'd in, 
Three threeds an* a thrum, 
Three threeds an' a thrum. 

Now I sit hurklin' aye i' the ase, 

Three threeds an' a thrum, 
Three threeds an' a thrum, 

The queen I am o' that cozey place ; 

As wi' ilka paw T dicht my face, 

I sing an' purr, wi' mickle grace. 

Three threeds an' a thrum. 
Three threeds an' a thrum. 
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/ Kilt er Cat. 

TEAR'S er shakin' an* er achin' ermongst 

*^ dese ole bones, 

And I cries in de night wid de ^miseration 

moans, 
An' I hears sumpin 'mawkin* wid er solemn 

sorter groans— 
I kilt er cat ! 

I feels an' I knows dat dar's sumpin' ain right, 
'Ca'se er black streek's er 'pearing in de broad 

daylight, 
An' de debbil he rid on my chist all night — 
I kilt er cat ! 

Dar's sumpin gwine ter happin, an' happin 

putty soon. 
Fur de birds sings at night, an' dey sings out 

er chune : 
An' I done hit all, des fur er picayune — 
I kilt er cat ! 

De dorgs dey howls wid er cur'us sort er bark. 
An' I hears er holler screechin' w'en I looks 
out in de dark, 
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An' I sees de eyes er shinin* lack er blazing 
light 'ood spark — 
I kilt er cat ! 

I wanders res'less laek, all erbout frough de 

wood, 
Wid de rabbit fut fur company, but hit cain^t 

do any gcod, 
An' dese ole feets cain't be quiet, an' dey 

would n' ef dey could — 
I kilt er cat ! 

De squeeril an' de patt ridge bofe, dey laughs 

at my gun, 
An' I's feared er de shadder, an' I's feared er 

de sun, — 
Bar's sumpin' gwine ter happin fur de deed 

dat I has done — 
I kilt er cat ! 

I drowns 'im in de water, but he sneakted out 

ergin. 
Den I feels dat I 'mittin' er mos awful kind er 

sin. 
Fur I hangs 'im 'dout er chance, an' I cain't 

furgit 'is grin — 
I kilt er cat ! 




The Cats of Many Writers. 91 

Hab mercy on dis darky, oh ! I can't git shet 

er dat, 
Fur I sees de porten's piiitin' des es shore's I 

sees dis hat, 
Fs hoodooed wid de sperric uv ole Jonas 's black 

cat — 
For I kilt dat cat ! 

Virginia Frazkh Boylk, 




92 Concerning Cats. 



Grammer^s Cat and Ours. 

T^O wash his hands and save the flushing, 
^ Outside the door Jim did his washing, 

But soon returned in haste and fright — 

*• Mother, aw come ! and see the sight ; 

Up on our house there's such a row, 

Millions of cats es up there now ! '^ 

Jim's mother stared, and well she might ; 

She knew that Jim had not said right. 

** Millions of cats, you said ; now warnt it so ? ' 

*' Why iss," said Jim, " and I beleeve ut too ; 

Not millions, pVhaps, but thousands must be 
theere. 

And fiercer cats than they you'll never hear ; 

They're spitting, yowling, and the fiir is fly- 
ing, 

Some of 'em's dead I s'pose, and some is dying ; 

Such dismal groans I'm sure you never heard, 
Aw, mother ! ef you ded, you'd be affeered.'* 
'* Not I," said Jinny ; " no, not I, indeed ; 
A hundred cats out theere, thee'st never seed.** 
Said Jim ** I doan't knaw 'zackly to a cat, 
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They must be large wauns, then, to do like 

that ; 
They make such dismal noises when theyVe 

fighting, 
Such scrowling, and such tearing, and such 

biting." 
*' Count ev'ry cat," says Jinny, '' round and 

round ; 
Iss, rams and yaws, theer caan't be twenty 

found.'' 
'* We^l caal ^em twenty, mother, ef 'twill do ; 
Shut all the cats, say I ; let's have my stew." 
*' No Jimmy, no ! — no stew to-night 
'Tell all the cats es counted right." 
" Heere goes," said Jim ; *' lev Crammer's cat 

go fust 
(Of all the thievish cats he es the wust). 
You knaw Mat Digry's cat, he's nither black 

nor blue. 
But, howsomever, he's a cat and that makes two; 
Theer's that theer short-tailed cat, and she's 

a he, 
Short tail or long now, mother, that maakes 

three ; 
Theer's that theer greyish cat what stawl the 

flour, 
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Hee's theere, I s'pose, and that, you knaw, 

maakes fower ; 
Trevenen^s black es there, ef he's alive, 
Now, mother, doan't 'ee see, why, that maakes 

five ; 
That no-tailed cat, that wance was uncle Dick's, 
He's sure theere to-night, and that maakes six ; 
That tabby cat you gove to Georgey Be van, 
I knaw.///.y yowl — he's theere, and that maakes 

seven ; 
That sickly cat we had, cud ait no mait, 
She' up theere, too, to-night, and she maakes 

'ight ; 
That genteel cat, you knaw, weth fur so fine. 
She's surely theere, 1 s'pose, and that maakes 



nme ; 



Tom Avery's cat es theere, they caal un Ben, 
A reg'ler fighter he, and he maakes ten ; 
The ould maid's cat, Miss Jinkin broft from 

Devon, 
I s'pose she's theere, and that, you knaw, 

maakes 'leven ; 
Theere's Grace Penrose's cat, got chets, 'tes 

awnly two. 
And they're too young to fight as yet ; so they 

waan't do. 
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Iss, 'leven^s all that I can mind, 
Not more than 'leven you waan't find ; 
So lev me have my supper, mother, 
And let the cats ait one another.'^ 

" No, Jimmy, no ! 

It shaan't be so ; 
No supper shus't thou have this night 
Until the cats thee'st counted right ; 
Go taake the lantern from the shelf, 
And go and count the cats thyself." 

See hungry Jimmy with his light. 

Turned out to count the cats aright ; 
And he who had Hugh Tonkin blamed 
Did soon return, and, much ashamed, 
Confessed the number was but two, 
And both were cats that well he knew. 

Jim scratched his head. 

And then he said — 
** Theere's Grammer's cat and ours out theere, 
And they two cats made all that rout theere ; 
But ef two cats made such a row, 
^Tes like a thousand, anyhow." 

John Tabois Trkgkllas. 
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Concerning a certain Tom Cat^ 

the companion and friend 

of one Widow Tompkins ^ hut whom she 

left locked up in her room without 

either milk or mice. 

QOOR Thomas soon as daylight came walked 
up and down the floor, 

And heard the dog^s meat woman cry ** Cat^s 
meat " at the door. 

With hunger he got fairly wild, though for- 
merly so tame — 

Another day passed slowly, another just the 
same. 

With hunger he so hungry was, it did so strong 
assail, 

That, although very loath, he was obliged to 
cat his tail. 

This whetted quite his appetite, and though 
his stump was sore 
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The next day he was tempted (sad) to eat a 

little more. 
To make his life the longer then he made his 

body shorter, 
And one after the other attacked each hinder 

quarter. 
He walked about on the fore-legs — alas ! with 

out beholders, 
Till more and more by hunger pressed he 

dined on both his shoulders. 
Next day he found (the cannibal !) to eating 

more a check 
Although he tried and did reach all he could 

reach of his neck ; 
But as he could not bite his ear all mournfully 

he cried — 
Towards the door he turned his eyes, cocked 

up his nose and died. 
The widow did at last return, and oh, how she 

did stare ! 
She guessed the tale as soon as she saw Tom^s 

head lying there. 
With grief sincerely heartfelt she owned his 

fate a hard 'un 
And buried it beneath an apple-tree just down 

her garden. 



« 
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To mark what strange effects from little causes 

will appear. 
The fruit of this said tree was changed, and 

strangely, too, next year. 
The neighbours say ('tis truth for they are 

folks who go to chapels) 
This cat's head was the sole first cause of all 

the cat's head apples. 
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The Canter onian Cat. 

It 

T^HERE was a Cameronian cat 
^ Was hunting for a prey, 

And in the house she catched a mouse 
Upon the Sabbath-day. 

The Whig, being offended 

At such an act profane. 
Laid by his book, the cat he took, 

And bound her in a chain. 

" Thou damned, thou cursed creature ! 

This deed so dark with thee ! 
Think'st thou to bring to hell below 
My holy wife and me ? 

** Assure thyself that for the deed 

Thou blood for blood shalt pay. 
For killing of the Lord's own mouse 
Upon the Sabbath-day." 

The Presbyter laid by the book, 

And earnestly he prayed 
That the great sin the cat had done 

Might not on him be laid. 



^ 
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And straight to execution 
Poor Pussy she was drawn, 

And high hanged up upon a tree — 
The preacher sang a psalm. 

And, when the work was ended, 
They thought the cat near dead ; 

She gave a paw, and then a mew, 
And stretched out her head. 

" Thy name," said he, " shall certainly 
A beacon still remain, 
A terror unto evil ones 
For evermore. Amen." 
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The terrific Legend of the 
J^lkenny Q^ts. 

^'FLYN she was an Irishman, as very well 

^^ was known, 

And she lived down by Kilkenny, and she 

lived there all alone, 
With only six great large tom-cats as knew 

their ways about. 
And evVybody else besides she scrupUously 

shut out. 
Oh, very fond o^ cats was she — (and whisky, 

too, 'tis said) 
She didn't feed 'em very much, but she 

comb!d 'em well instead ; 
As may be guess'd, these large tom-cats, they 

didn't get very sleek 
Upon a combing once a day, and a " ha'porth " 

once a week. 

Now on one dreary winter's night, O'Flyn she 
went to bed, 

F 
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The whisky bottle under her arm (the whisky 

in her head), 
The six great large tom-cats they sat all in a 

dismal row, 
And horridly glared their hungry eyes — their 

tails wagg'd to and fro. 
At last one grim grey malkin spoke in accents 

dire to tell, 
And dreadful were the words which in his 

awful whisper fell — 
When all the other five tom-cats in answer 

loud did squall, 
** Let*s kill her — and let's eat her — ^body and 

bones and all ! " 

Oh horrible ! oh terrible ! oh deadly tale to tell ! 
When the sun shone in the window-hole all 

there seem'd still and well ; 
The cats they sat and licked their paws, all in 

a merry ring. 
But nothing else within the place looked like a 

living thing ; 
Anon they quarrelled savagely, and spit, and 

swore, and holloed. 
Till at last these six great large tom-cats they 

one another swallowed 
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And nought but one long tail was left in that 

once peaceful dwelling, 
And a very tough one, too, it was — it's the 

same as IVe been telling. 

C. B. 




7he Children's Cats. 

** Sing, Sing, what shall I sing? 
Puss has got the pudding siring / " 
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The Childbek's Cats. 




The Cattie sits in the Kiln- 
Ring Spinning. 



"THE catde sits in the kiln-ring, 

Spinning, spinning; 
And by cam a little wee mousie, 
R inning, rinning. 

"Oh what's that you're spinning my loe- 
some, 

Loesome lady ? " 
" I'm spinning a sark to my young son, " 

Said she, said she. 

"Weel mot he brook it, my loesome, 
Loesome lady." 
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* Gif he dinna brook it weel, he may brook 

it ill." 
Said she, said she. 

* I soopit my house, my loesome, 
Loesome lady." 

* ' Twas a sign ye didna sit amang dirt then," 
Said she, said she. 

* I fand twall pennies, my winsome, 
Winsome lady." 

* *Twas a sign ye warna sillerless," 
Said she, said she. 

* I gaed to the market, my loesome, 
Loesome lady. " 

* Twas a sign ye didna sit at hame then," 

Said she, said she. 

* I coft a sheepie^s head, my winsome, 

Winsome lady." 

* *Twas a sign ye warna kitchenless, " 
Said she, said she. 

' I put it in my pottie to boil, my loesome, 
Loesome lady." 

* *Twas a sign ye didna eat it raw," 
Said she, said she. 
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" I put it in my winncx;k to cool, my win- 
some, 
Winsome lady." 
" 'Twas a sign yc didna burn yout chafts 
then," 
Said she, said she. 

" By cam a cattie, and ate it a' up my loe- 
somc, 
Loesome lady." 
" And sae will I you — worrie, worrit, gnash, 

Said she, said she. 
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Mother Tabbyskins, 

qiTTING at the window, 
^ In her cloak and hat, 
I saw Mother Tabbyskins 
The real old cat ! 



Chorus. Very old, very old, 

Crumpletey and lame ; 
Teaching kittens how to scold- 
Is it not a shame ? 

Kittens in the garden 

Looking in her face. 
Learning how to spit and swear- 

Oh, what a disgrace ! 

Chorus. Very wrong, very wrong. 
Very wrong and bad ; 
Such a subject for our song 
Makes us all too sad. 
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Old Mother Tabbyskins, 

Sticking out her head, 
Gave a howl, and then a yowl. 

Hobbled off to bed. 

Chorus. Very sick, very sick, 
Very savage, too ; 
Pray send for a doctor quick — 
Any one will do ! 

Doctor Mouse came creeping. 

Creeping to her bed ; 
Lanced her gums and felt her pulse. 

Whispered she was dead. 

Chorus. Very sly, very sly. 
The real old cat 
Open kept her weather eye — 
Mouse ! beware of that ! 

Old Mother Tabbyskins, 
Saying, *» Serves him right," 

Gobbled up the doctor, with 
Infinite delight. 

Chorus. Very fast, very fast, 

Very pleasant, too — 
" What a pity it can't last ; 
Bring another, do. " 
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Doctor Dog comes running, 

Just to see her begs ; 
Round his neck a comforter, 

Trousers on his legs. 

Chokus. Very grand, very grand — 
Golden-headed cane 
Swinging gaily from his hand, ' 
Mischief in his brain. 

" Dear Mother Tabbyskins, 
And how are you now ? 

Let me feel your pulse — so, so ; 
Show your tongue — ^bow, wow. 

Chokus. " Very ill, very ill ; 

Please attempt to purr : 
Will you take a draught or pill ? 
Which do you prefer ? " 

Ah, Mother Tabbyskins, 

Who is now afraid ? 
Of poor little Doctor Mouse 

You a mouthful made. 

Chorus. Very nice, very nice 
Little doctor he ; 
But for Doctor Dog^s advice 
You must pay the fee. 
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Doctor Dog comes nearer, 
Says she must be bled ; 

I heard Mother Tabbyskins 
Screaming in her bed. 

Chorus, Very near, very near, 
Scuffling out and in, 
Doctor Dog looks full and queer- 
Where is Tabbyskin ? 

I mil tell the Moral 

Without any fiass ; 
Those who lead the young astray 

Always suffer thus. 

Chorus. Very nice, very nice, 
Let our conduct be ; 
For all doctors are not mice, 
Some are dog.s, you see. 
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"Pussy-cat, Pussy-cat, 

Where have you been ? " 
" IVe been up to London, 

To look at the Queen." 
" Pussy-cat, Pussy-cat, 

What did you do there ? " 
" I frightened a dormouse, 

Sat under the chair." 



Ten little mice sat down to spin ; 

Pussy past by, and just looked in : 
" What are you at, my jolly ten ? " 
" We're making coats for gentlemen." 
" Shall I come in and cut your threads ? " 
'* No ; for, Puss, you'd bite off our heads ! " 



A Cat came singing out of a barn, 
A pair of bagpipes under her arm ; 
She sang nothing but fiddle-de-dee ; 
Worried a mouse and a humble bee : 
Puss began purring — mouse ran away. 
And off the bee flew, with loud huzza ! 
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LiTTLK Robin Red-breast 

Sat upon a tree ; 
Up went our Pussy-cat, 

And made Robin flee. 

Then down came Pussy-cat ; 
Away Robin ran. 
" Puss," says Robin Red-breast, 
" Catch me if you can ! " 

As Robin chirped and sang. 
What could Pussy say ? 

Why, Pussy-cat said, " Mew," 
And Robin flew away. 



I, DiDDLEDY dumpty, 
Puss ran up the plum-tree ; 
Here's half-a-crown 
To fetch her down ; 
I, diddledy dumpty. 




Thkhk was a wee bit mousikie, 
That lived in Gilberaty, ; 

It couldiia get a bite o' cheese, 
For cheety-poussie -catty, O. 

It said untu the cheesikic : 
" Oh, iaid wad I be at ye, O, 

If it were iia for the cruel paws 
O' cheety-poussie-catty, O." 
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Pussy sat beside the fire, 
So pretty and so fair ; 
In came Prin, the little dog ; 
Says Pussy, " Are you there ? '* 
" And now. Mistress Pussy,* 
Pray, how do you do ? " 
" Quite well, my little dog ; 
And, pray, how are you ? " 



Great A, little a, Bouncing B, 

Cat's in the cupboard, and she can't see. 



Ding, dong. Bell ; Puss is in the well ! 
Who put her in ? Little Tommy Quin. 
Who puird her out ? Little Dickey Stout. 
Then the town crier put Tib by the fire. 
Oh, what a naughty boy was that, 
Who tried to drown poor Pussy-cat, 
That never did him any harm. 
But kill'd the mice in father's barn. 
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Domestic and fond, see 

The kittens and cat ; 
Clear houses of vermin, 

The mouse and the rat : 
They live in contentment, 

And keep you in peace, 
Or these foes in number 

Would greatly increase. 
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Poor Puss. 

\^ ** \A/HY is Pussy in bed ? " 

"'''*' She is sick," says the Fly, 
And I fear she will die ; 
And that^s why she^s in bed. 

^* Pray, what's her disorder ? " 
^* A lock'd jaw is come on," 

Said the fine downy Swan ; 
*' And that's her disorder." 

** Who makes her nice gruel. 
That she might not get worse ? " 

** Dog Tray is her nurse. 
And makes her nice gruel." 

** Pray, who is her doctor ? " 
" I," said fam'd Mister Punch — 
" At my back a great hunch ; 
But I am her doctor." 



i 
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" Who thinks she'll recover ? " 
" I do, sir," said the Deer ; 
" And I thought so last year — 
1 think she'll recover." 

And when Puss is quite well, 
All shall have noble fere — 
Beasts, and fowls of the air ; 
And we'll ring the great bell. 




Some French Cats, 
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ha Musique des Chats. 

"■^ T/'OUS gin tie saiiez pas ce que vam la 

musique, 
Venez-vous en ouir !e concert manifique 
Et les airs rauissants que iaprens aux Matous. 
Puisque ma belle voix ren ces testes docilks, 
Je ne scaurois manquer de vous instruire tons 
Ni de vous esclairsir les nottes 
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Le Chat. 

A Remy Belleau, Po^te. 

r 

KA AIS par-sus tous Tanimal domestique 
Du triste chat a Tesprit prophetique, 
Et faisoient bien ces vieux Egyptiens 
De rhonorer, et leurs Dieux qui des chiens 
Avoient la face et la bouche aboyante. 

L^ame du Ciel en tout corps tournoyante, 
Les pousse, anime, et fait aux hommes voir 
Par eux les maux ausquels ils doivent choir. 
Homme ne vit qui tant ha'isse au monde 
Les Chats que moy d'une haine profonde : 
Je hay leurs yeux, leur front et leur regard, 
Et les voyant je m^enfuy d^autre part 
Tremblant de nerfs de veines et de membres, 
Et jamais chat n^entre dedans ma chambre, 
Abhorrant ceux qui ne s9auroient durer 
Sans voir un chat aupr^s eux demeurer ; 
Et toutefois ceste hideuse beste 
Se vint coucher tout aupres de ma teste, 
Cherchant le mol d^un plumeux aureiller 



^ 
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Oil je soulois k gauche sommeiller : 
Car volontiers k gauche je sommeille 
Jusqu' au matin que le coq me reveille. 

Le chat cria d'un miauleux effroy : 
Je m'eveillay comme tout hors de moy, 
Et en sursaut mes serviteurs j'appelle : 
L'un allumoit une ardente chandelle, 
L^autre disoit que bon signe c'estoit 
Quand un chat blanc son maistre reflatoit : 
L'autre disoit que le chat solitaire 
Estoit la fin d'une longue misere. 

Et lors fron^ant les plis de mon sourci, 
La larme k Toeil je leur respons ainsi : 
Le Chat divin, miaulant signifie 
Une fascheuse et longue maladie, 
Et que long temps je gardVay la maison, 
Comme le chat qui en toute saison 
De son seigneur le logis n'abandonne, 
Et soit Printemps, soit Este, soit Automne, 
Et soit Hyver, soit de jour, soit de nuit, 
Ferme s^arreste et jamais ne s^enfuit, 
Faisant la ronde et la garde eternelle 
Comme un soldat qui fait la sentinelle, 
Avec le chien et TOye, dont la voix, 
Au Capitole annonga les Gaulois. 

RONSARD. 

(t 
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La Chatte Metamorphosee 

en Femme. 

r 

I T N homme cherissoit eperdument sa chatte ; 
^ II la trouvoit mignonne, et belle, et deli- 
cate, 

Qui miauloit d*un ton fort doux : 

II ^toit plus fou que les fous. 
Cet homme done, par pri^res, par larmes. 

Par sortileges et par charmes 

Fait tant qu41 obtient du destin 

Que sa chatte, en un beau matin, 

Devient femme : et, le matin meme, 

Maitre sot en fait sa moitie. 

Le voil^ fou d^amour extreme, 

De fou qu^il etoit d'amitie, 

Jamais la dame la plus belle 

Ne charma tant ton favori. 

Que fait cette epouse nouvelle 

Son hypocondre de mari. 

II Tamadoue ; elle le flatte : 

II n^y trouve plus rien de chatte ; 

Et, poussant Terreur jusqu* au bout. 

La croit femme en tout et partout : 
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Lorsque quelques souris qui rongeoient de la 

natte 
Troublerent le plaisir des nouveaux maries. 

Aussitot la femrae est sur pies. 

Elle manqua son aventure, 
Souris de revenir, femme d^etre en posture : 
Pour cette fois, elle accourut k point ; 

Car ayant change de figure, 

Les souris ne la craignoient point. 

Ce fut lui toujours une amorce : 

Tant le naturel a de force ! 
II se moque de tout : certain age accompli, 
Le vase est imbibe, Tetoffe a pris son pli. 

En vain de son train ordinaire 

On le veut desaccoutumer : 

Quelque chose qu' on puisse faire, 

On ne sauroit le reformer. 

Coups de fourches ni d^etrivieres 

Ne lui font changer de manieres ; 

Et, fussiez-vous embatonnes, 

Jamais vous n*en serez les maitres. 

Qu on lui ferme la porte au nez, 

II reviendra par les fenetres. 

La Fontaine. 
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V 



Le Chat. 

JENS, mon beau chat, sur mon cceur am 

oureux : 
Retiens les grifFes de ta patte, 
Et laisse-moi plonger dans tes beaux yeux, 
Meles de metal et d'agate. 

Lorsque mes doigts caressent k loisir 

Ta tete et ton dos elastique, 
Et que ma main s^enivre du plaisir 

De palper ton corps electrique, 

Je vols ma femme en esprit. Son regard, 

Comme le tien, aimable bete, 
Profond et froid, coupe et fend comme un dard, 

Et, des pieds jusques a la tete, 
Un air subtil, un dangereux parfum, 
Nagent autour de son corps brun. 

Charles Baudelaire. 
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Le Chat. 

^^ 
I. 

PVANS ma cervelle se prom^ne, 
^ Ainsi qu^en son appartement, 
Un beau chat, fort, doux et charmant. 
Quand il miaule, on Pentend k peine, 

Tant son timbre est tendre et discret ; 
Mais que sa voix s'apaise ou gronde, 
Elle est toujours riche et profonde. 
C^est 1^ son charme et son secret. 

Cette voix, qui perle et qui filtre 
Dans mon fond le plus tenebreux. 
Me remplit comme un vers nombreux 
Et me rejouit comme un philtre. 

Elle endort les plus cruels maux 
Et contient toutes les extases ; 
Pour dire les plus longues phrases, 
Elle n'a pas besoin de mots. 

Non, il n^est pas d^archet qui morde 
Sur mon coeur, parfait instrument, 
Et fasse plus royalement 
Chanter sa plus vibrante corde, 
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Ouc t«i voix, chat mystericux, 
Chat seraphiquc, chat etrange, 
En qui tout est, comme en un ange, 
Aussi subtil qu' harmonieux ! 

II. 

De sa fourrure blonde et brune 
Sort un parfiim si doux, qu'un soir 
J 'en fus embaum^, pour I'avoir 
Carcssec une fois, rien qu'une. ■ 

C*cst Tesprit familier du lieu ; 
II juge, il preside, il inspire 
Toutes choses dans son empire ; 
Peut-etrc est-il fee, est-il dieu. 

Quand mes yeux, vers cc chat que j*aime 

Tires comme par un aimant 

Se retournent docilement 

Et que je regarde en moi-meme, 

Je vois avec etonnement 
Le feu de ses prunelles pales, 
Clairs fanaux, vivantes opales. 
Qui me contemplent fixement. 

Charl?:s Baitdkijvire. 
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Les Chats. 

! ESamoureux fervents et les savants aust^res 
^ Aiment egalement, dans leur mure saison, 
Les chats puissants et doux, orgueil de la 

maison, 
Qui comme eux sont frileux et comme eux 

sedentaircs. 

Amis de la science et de la volupte, 

lis cherchent le silence et Thorreur des 

t^nebres ; 
L^Erebe les eut pris pour ses coursiers funebres, 
S'ils pouvaient au servage incliner leur fierte. 

lis prennent en songeant les nobles attitudes 
Des grands sphinx allonges au fond des soli- 

'tudes, 
Oui semblent s'endormir dansun reve sans fin; 

Leur reins feconds sont plein d^^tincelles 

magiques, 
Et des parcelles d^or, ainsi qu^un sable fin, 
Ktoilent vaguement leurs prunelles mystiques. 

Charles Baudklah^k. 
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Femme et Chatte. 

rpLLE jouait avec sa chatte ; 
^ Et c'etait merveille de voir 
La main blanche et la blanche patte 
S'ebattre dans Tombre du soir. 



Elle cachait — la scelerate ! — 
Sous ses mitaines de fil noir 
Ses meurtriers ongles d'agate, 
Coupants et clairs comme un rasoir. 

L'autre aussi faisait la sucree 

Et rentrait sa griffe aceree, 

Mais le diable n'y perdait rien . . . 

Et dans le boudoir, oii sonore, 

Teintait son rire aerien 

Brillaient quatre points de phosphore. 

Paul Vkrlaine, 
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A ma Chatte Coquette. 

n LLUMEZ vos yeux, Coquette .; 
^^^ On commence a n*y plus voir : 
Eclairez le vieux poete. 

Sans vous, ma blanche foUette, 
Je pourrais broyer du noir ; 
AUumez vos yeux, Coquette. 

Ma chandelle n^est pas prete ; 
Vous etes mon seul espoir : 
Eclairez le vieux poete. 

Tiens ! ma portiere discrete 
Me glisse un billet ce soir : 
Allumez vos yeux, Coquette. 

D'un vieil ami c'est la fete ? 
On m'invite ? Allons, bonsoir : 
Eclairez le vieux poete. 

Un autre pour sa toilette 
Reclamerait un miroir : 
Allumez vos yeux, Coquette ; 
Eclairez le vieux poete. 

Joseph Boulmier. 
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A mon Chat Caspar d. 

\ /IP2NS sur mes genoux, Gaspard ; 
^ Ouj veux-tu, ma pauvre bete ; 
Coquette aime i rentrer tard. 

Va, ce n*est pas au hasard 

Ou* oh la baptisa Coquette . . . 

Viens sur mes genoux, Gaspard. 

Sur un caprice elle part, 
La folle ! Rien ne Tarrete ; 
Coquette aime a rentrer tard. 

Pour nous vieux, parlons sans fard, 
Fenime jeune, ** chere ^' emplette ; 
Viens sur mes genoux, Gaspard. 

A ton chagrin je prends part, 
Je sais ce que t'inquiete : 
Coquette aime a rentrer tard. 

Au fatal " oui '^ tout vieillard, 
Homme on chat, risque . . . sa tete. 
Viens sur mes genoux, Gaspard ; 
Coquette aime a rentrer tard. 

Joseph Boulmip:r. 



